The Hidden Treasure
A thin mountain wind, imperceptible in the pure and lumi-
nous sky, moved the leaves of the roof as we sat on rugs in
the porch of the tent. Oak branches, heaped on the fire, made
a good warmth. Shall Riza, comfortable in my waterproof,
set about the saying of his prayers, while I tried to solve as
well as I could the various medical problems of the camp
with the help of an army medicine box which had been
given me as a most kind gift at my departure from Baghdad.
Our host was a middle-aged man with a round, sensible
face marked by the smallpox. He was ill with some internal
trouble. He had been to the hospital in Baghdad, where
they had kept him four days, and had sent him off with some
recommendation whose usefulness was destroyed by the fact
that he knew no word of the language in which it was given.
I wrote him a chit to take with him next time, and suggested
an Arab interpreter as advisable if he went to hospital again.
He was a man of the world with some property in sheep and
lands, which gave him an easy courtesy of manner. He owned
mattresses and bolsters, and had them spread out for me in a
partitioned space not far from the fire. There I slept, more
safely than in Chicago, a wanderer not only in space but in
time also, living a life that most of the world has now for-
gotten.
We got up so early that we saw the first sun-shaft on the
peak of Warzarine. But we turned our backs upon it and
rode up and down the dry and treeless downs, till we came to
Kebir Kuh itself, advancing with oak trees here and there, and
to the place where the Larti torrent bed descended northward
at the bottom of a steep and wooded valley. Here we turned
and led our horses along its difficult side among boulders and
roots of trees, till the ravine below us divided, embracing
between two beds of tumbled rocks the ruined city of the
Larti on a cliff.
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